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SCEPTIC. 



*< Leur raison, quails prennent pour guide, ne pr^sente k leur esprit que des 
ooQJectures et des embarras ; lea absiirdites o& ils tombent en niant la Religion 
deviennent plus insoutenableg que lea verites dont la hauteur lea ^tonne; et 
pour ne vouloir pas croire des mysteres incompr^hensibles, lis suiyent l*uDie 
apr^ Tautre d'inoomprSienables erreurs.'* 

Bottuety OraitorufuiUbres, 
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THE 



SCEPTIC. 



When the young Eagle, with exulting eye. 
Has learned to dare the splendor of the sky. 
And leave the Alps beneath him in his course, 
To bathe his crest in morn's empyreal source. 
Win his free wing, from that majestic height, 
Descepd to foUow some wild meteor's ligh<^ 
Which far below^ witii evanescent fire. 
Shines to delude, and dazzles to expire ? 



No! still duo* clouds he wins his upward way. 
And proudly ckdms his heritage of day ! 
— ^And shall the spirit, on whose ardent gaze, 
The day-sprinig from on high hath pour'd its blazer 
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4 THE SCEPTIC. 

Turn from that pure effulgence, to the beam 

Of earth-bom Ught, that sheds a treacherous gleam, 

Liuring the wanderer, from the star of faith. 

To the deep valley of the shades of death ? 
What bright exchange, what treasure shall be given. 
For the high birth-right of its hope in Heaven? 
If lost the gem which empires could not buy. 
What yet remains ? — ^a dark eternity ! 



Is earth still Eden ? — might a Seraph guest. 
Still, midst its chosen bowers delighted rest? 
Is all so cloudless and so calm below. 
We seek no fairer scenes than li/e can show ? 
That the cold Sceptic, in his pride elate. 
Rejects the promise of a brighter state. 
And leaves the rock, no tempest shall displace. 
To rear his dwelling on the quicksand's base ? 

Votary of doubt ! then join the festal throng, 
Bask in the sunbeam, listen to the song, 



THE SCEPTIC. 

Spread the rich board, and fill the wine-cup high. 
And bind the wreath ere yet the roses die ! 
'Tis well, thine eye is yet undimm'd by time, 
And thy heart bounds, exulting in its prime; 
Smile then unmoved at Wisdom's warning voice. 
And, in the glory of thy strength, rejoice ! 

But Ufe hath sterner tasks; e'en youth's brief hours 
Survive the beauty of their loveliest flowers ; 
The founts of joy, where pUgrims rest from toU, 

« 

Are few and distant on the desert soil ; 
The soul's pure flame the breath of storms must fan. 
And pain and sorrow claim their nursling — Man ! 
Earth's noblest sons the bitter cup have shared — 
Proud child of reason! how art them prepared? 
When years, with silent might, thy frame have bow'd,. 
And o'er thy spirit cast their wintry cloud. 
Will Memory soothe thee on thy bed of pain. 
With the bright images of pleasure's train ? 
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Yes ! as the sight of some &x distant shore. 
Whose well-known scenes his foot shall tread no more. 
Would cheer the seaman, by the eddying wave 
Drawn, vainly struggling, to th' unfathom'd grave ! 
Shall Hope, the &ithful cherub, hear thy call. 
She, who Uke heaven's own sunbeam, smiles for all ? 
WiU she speak comfort ?— Thou hast shorn her plume. 
That might have raised thee far above the tomb. 
And hush*d the only voice whose «igel tone 
Soothes when all melodies of joy are flown ! 



For she was bom beyond the stars to soar. 
And kindling at the source of life, adore ; 
Thou couldst not, mortal ! rivet to the earth 
Her eye, whose beam is of celestial birth ; 
She dwells with those who leave her pinion free. 
And sheds the dews of heaven on all but thee. 



Yet few there are, so lonely, so bereft. 

But some true heart, that beats to theirs, is left, 



THE SCEPTIC. 

And, haply, one whose strong affectionf s pow^ 
Unchanged may triumph thro' nusfcMrtime's hooTi 
Still with fond care supports tliy languid head. 
And keeps unwearied vigils hy Ihy bed. 

But thou ! whose thoughts have no blest home abov^ 

Captive of earth ! and canst thou dare to looef 

To nurse such feelings as ddBlght to res^ 

Within that haUow'd shrine — a parenlf » breast 

To fix each hope, concentrate every ti^ 

On one findl idol,— destined but to die. 

Yet mock the faith that points to worlds of light, 

Where sever'd souls, made perfiscl^ re-unite ? 

Then tremble ! cling to every passiiig joy. 

Twined with the life a moment may destroy ! 

If there be sorrow in a parting tear. 

Still let ^'Jbr ever'' vibrate on: thine ear! 

If some l»ight hour cm rapture's wing hath flown. 

Find more than anguish in the Iho^ht — 'tis gonel 
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Go ! to a voice such magic influence give^ 
Thou canst not lose its melody/ and live ; 
And make an eye the lode-star of thy soul. 
And let a glance the springs of thought control ; 

Gaze on a mortal form with fond delight, 

■ • 

TiD the fair viidon mingles with thy sight ; 

There seek thy blessings, there repose thy trust. 

Lean on the willow, idolize the dust ! 

Then, when thy ikreasure best repays thy care. 

Think on that dread **Jbr ever'* — and despair ! 



And oh ! no strange, unwonted storm there needs. 

To wreck at once thy fragile ark of reeds. 

Watch well its course — explore with anxious eye 

Each little cloud that floats along the sky — 

Is the blue canopy serenely fair? 

Yet may the thunderbolt unseen be there, 

And the bark sink, when peace and sunshine sleep 

On the smooth bosom of the waveless deep ! 
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/ 
Yes ! ere a sounds a sign^ announce thy fate. 

May the blow fall which makes thee desolate ! 

Not always heaven's destroying angel shrouds 

His awful form in tempests and in clouds ; 

He fiUs the summer-air with latent power, 

He hides his venom in the scented flower. 

He steals upon thee in the Zephyr's breath, 

And festal garlands veil the shafts of death ! . 



Where art thou theriy who thus didst rashly cast 
Thine all upon the mercy of the blast, 
And vainly hope the tree of life to find 
Rooted in sands that flit before the wind ? 
Is not that earth thy spirit loved so well. 
It wish'd not in a brighter sphere to dwell. 
Become a desert rurWy a vale of gloom, 
O'ershadow'd with the midnight of the tomb ? 
Where shah thou turn ? — ^it is not thine to raise 
To yon pure heaven thy calm confiding gaze, 
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No gleam reflected from that realm of rest 
Steals on tlie darkness of thy troubled breast^ 
Not for thme eye shall Faith diymely shed 
Her glory romid the image of the dead ; 
And if, when slumber's lonely couch is prest. 
The form departed be thy spirit's guest, 
It bears no light fhnn purer worlds to this; 
Thy future lends not e'en a dream of bliss. 



But who shall dare the Gate of Life to close. 

Or say, thus far the stream of mercy flows? 

That fount unseal'd, whose boundless waves unbrace 

Each distant isle, and visit every rac^ 

Pours from the Throne of God its current free. 

Nor yet denies th' immortal draught to thee. 

Oh ! while the doom impends, not yet decreed. 

While yet th' Atoner hath not ceased to plead. 

While stiU, suspended by a single hair. 

The sharp bright sword hangs quivering in the air. 



\ 
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Bow down thy heart to Him^ who will not break 
The bruised reed ; e'en yet, awake, awake ! 
Patient, because Eternal, ^^^ He may hear 
Thy prayer of agony with pitying ear. 
And send his chastening spirit from above, 
0*er the deep chaos of thy soul to move. 



But seek thou mercy thro' His name alone. 
To whosQ imequaird sorrows none was shown. 
Thro' Him, who here in mortal garb abode. 
As man to suffer, and to heal as Grod ; 
And, born the sons of utmost time to bless. 
Endured all scorn, and aided all distress. 



Call thou on Him— for He, in human form. 

Hath walk'd the waves of Life, uid still'd the storm. 

He, when her hour of lingering grace was past, 

O'er Salem wept, relenting to the last, 

Wept with such tears as Judah's monarch pour'd 

O'er his lost child, ungrateful, yet deplored ; 
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And, offering guiltless blood that guilt might live, 
Taught from his Cross the lesson — ^to forgive ! 



Call thou on Hhn-^his prayer e'en then arose, 

Breathed m unpitied anguish, for his foes. 

And haste !— -ere bursts the lightning from on high, 

Fly to the City of thy Refiige, fly ! ^«> 

So shall th' Avenger turn his steps away, 

And sheath his falchion, baflled of its prey. 



Yet must long days roll on, ere peace shall brood. 
As the soft Halcyon, o'er thy heart subdued ; ^ 
Ere yet the dove of Heaven descend, to shed 
Inspiring influence o'er thy fallen head. 
— ^He, who hath pined in dungeons, midst the shade 
Of such deep night as man for man hath made. 
Thro' lingering years ; if call'd at length to be. 
Once more, by nature's boundless charter, free. 
Shrinks feebly back, the blaze of noon to shun. 
Fainting at day, and blasted by the sun ! 
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ThuS; when the captive soul hath long remained 

In its own dread abyss of darkness chain*d. 

If the DeHverer, in his might, at last. 

Its fetters, bom of earth, to earth should cast. 

The beam of truth o'erpowers its dazzled sight, 

TrembUng it sinks, and finds no joy m light 

But this will pass away — that spark of mind. 

Within thy frame unquenchably enshrined. 

Shall live to triumph in its brightening ray. 

Bom to be foster'd with ethereal day. 

Then wilt thou bless the hour, when o*er thee pass'd^ 

On wing of fiame, the purifying blast. 

And sorrow's voice, thro' paths before untrod. 

Like Sinai's trumpet, called thee to thy God ! 

But hop'st thou, in thy panoply of pride, 
Heaven's messenger, ajBlicdon, to deride ? 
In thine own strength unaided to defy. 
With Stoic smile, the arrows of the sky? 
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Tom by the vulture, fetter*d to the rock. 
Still, Demigod ! the tempest wilt thou mock ? *^ 
Alas ! the tower that crests the mountain's brow 
A thousand years may awe the vale below. 
Yet not the less be shattered on its height, 
By one dread moment of the eardiquake's might ! 
A thousand pangs thy bosom may have borne. 
In silent fortitude, or haughty scorn. 
Till comes the one, the master-anguish, sent 
To break the mighty heart that ne'er was bent. 



Oh ! what is nature's strength X the vacant eye, 
By mind deserted, hath a dread reply ! 
The wild delirious laughter of despdr, 
The mirth of frenzy — ^seek an answer there ! . 
Turn not away, tho' pity's cheek grow pale. 
Close not thine ear against their awful tale. 
They tell thee, reason, wandering from the ray 
Of Faith, the blazing pillar of her way. 
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In the mid-darkness of the stormy wave, 
Forsook the struggling soul she could not save ! 
Weep not, sad moralist ! o'er desert plains, 
Strew'd with the wrecks of grandeur — smouldering fanes. 
Arches of triumph, long with weeds o'ergrown. 
And regal cities, now the serpent's own : 
Elarth has more awful ruins — one lost mind. 
Whose star is quench'd, hath lessons for mankind. 
Of deeper import than each prostrate dome. 
Mingling its marble with the dust of Rome. 

But who with eye unshrinking shall explore 
That waste, illumed by reason's beam no more ? 
Who pierce the deep, myst^ous clouds that rdU 
Around th0 shatter'd temple of the soul» 
Curtam'd with midnight ?— low its columns Ue, 
And dark the chambers of its imag'ry,^^) 
Sunk are its idols now—and Gt)d ak>ne 
May rear the fitbric, by their &11 o'erthrown ! 
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Yet, from its inmost shrinci by storms laid bare, 
Is heard an oracle that cries— '^ Beware ! 
Child of the dust! but ransom*d of the skies! 
One breath of Heaven — and thus thy glory dies ! 
Haste, ere the hour of doom, draw nigh to Him 
Who dwells above between the cherubim !" / 



Spirit dethroned ! and check*d in mid career. 
Son of the morning! exiled from thy sphere. 
Tell us thy tale ! — Perchance thy race was run 
With science, in the chariot of the sun ; 
Free as the winds the paths of space to sweep. 
Traverse the untrodden kingdoms of the deep, 
And search the laws that Nature's springs control. 
There tracing all — save Him who guides the whole ! 



Haply thine eye its ardent glance had cast 
Thro' the dim shades, the portals of the past; 
By the bright lamp^f thought thy care had fed 
From the &r beacon-lights of ages fled. 
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The depths of time exploringi to retrace 
The glorious march of many a vanish'd race. 



Or did Ay power pervade the Uving lyre. 
Till its deep chords became instinct with fire. 
Silenced all meaner notes, and swell'd on high, 
Full and alone, their mighty harmony, 
While woke each passion from its cell profound. 
And nations started at th' electric sound? 



Lord of th^ Ascendant ! what ay^s it now, 

Tho' bright the laurels waved upon thy brow? 

What, tho' thy name, thro' distant empires heard. 

Bade the heart bound, as doth a battle-word ? 

Was it for this thy still unwearied eye 

Kept vigil with the watch-fires of the sky, 

To make the secrets of all ages thine. 

And commune with majestic thoughts that shine 

O'er Time's long shadowy pathway? — ^hath thy mind 
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Sever*d its lone dominions firom mankind, 
For this^ to woo their>homage ? — ^Thou hast sought 
AI1| save the wisdom with salvation fraught^ 
Won every wreath — ^but that which will not die. 
Nor aught neglected — save eternity ! 



And did all fail thee, in the hour of wrath. 
When burst th' o'erwhehning vials on thy path? 
Could not the voice of Fame inspire thee then, 
O spirit! scepter'd by the sons of men, 
With an Immortal's courage, to sustain 
The transient agonies of earthly pain ? 



—One, one there was, all-powerful to have saved. 

When the loud fury of the billow raved ; 

But Him thou knew'st not — and the light he lent 

Hath vanish*d firom its ruin*d tenement. 

But left thee breathing, moving, lingering yet, 

A thing we shrink from — ^vainly to forget ! 
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— ^Lift the dread veil no further— -hide^ oh ! hide 

The bleedmg form, the couch of suicide ! 

The dagger, grasp'd in death — ^the brow, the eye. 

Lifeless, yet stamp'd with i^e and agony; 

The soul's dark traces left in many a line 

Graved on his mien, who died, — " and made no sign !" 

Approach not, gaze not — ^lest thy fevered brain 

Too deep that image of despair retain ; 

Angels of slumber ! o'er the midnight hour. 

Let not such visions claim unhallow'd power. 

Lest the mind sink with terror, and above 

See but th' Avenger's arm, forget th'Atoner's love ! 



O Thou ! th' unseen, th' all-seeing ! — ^Thou whose ways 
Mantled with darkness, mock all finite gaze, 
Before whose eyes the creatures of Thy hand. 
Seraph and man, alike in weakness stand, 
And countless ages, trampling into clay 
Earth's empires on their march, are but a day ; 
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Father of worlds unknown, unnumber'd !— Thou^ 

With whom all time is one eternal now^ 

Who know^st no past, nor future — Thou whose breatfi 

Goes forth, and bears to myriads, life or death ! 

Look on us, guide us ! — ^wanderers of a sea 

WikL and obscure^ what are we, reft of Theet 

A thousand rocks, deep-hid, elude our sight, 

A star may set — and we are lost in night; 

A breease may waft us to the whirlpool's brink, 

A treachVous song allure us — and we sink ! 



Oh ! by His love, who, veiling Godhead's light, 
To moments circumscribed the Infinite, 
And Heaven and Earih disdain'd not to ally 
By that dread union — ^Man with Deity ; 
Immortal tears o'er mortal woes who shed. 
And, ere he raised them, wept above the dead ; 
Save, or we perish ! — ^let Thy word control 
The earthquakes of that universe — ^the soul ; 
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Pervade the depths of passion — speak once more 

The mighty mandate, guard of every shore, 

'* Here shall thy waves be staid''-^ — ^in grief, in pain, 

The fearful poise of reason's sphere maintain. 

Thou, by whom suns are balanced ! — ^thus secure 

In Thee shall Faith and Fortitude endure ; 

Conscious of Thee, unfaltering shall the just 

Look upward still, in high and holy trust. 

And, by affliction guided to Thy shrine, 

The first, last thought of sufiering hearts be Thine* 



And oh ! be near, when, clothed with conquering power. 
The King of Terrors claims his own dread hour: 
When, on the edge of that unkno¥ni abyss, 
Which darkly parts us from the realm of bliss. 
Awe-struck alike the timid and the brave. 
Alike subdued the monarch and the slave. 
Must drink the cup of trembling ^^^ — ^when we see 
Nought in the universe but death and Thee, 
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Forsake ua not; — if still, wh^i life was young, 
Faith to Thy bos(»n,.a8 her home, hath sprung, 
If Hope's retreat hath been, through all the past. 
The shadow by the Ro<^ of Ages cast. 
Father, forsake us not !i — ^when tortures urge 
The shrinking soul to that mysterious verge. 
When from Thy justice to Thy love we fly, 
On Nature's conflict look with pitying, eye. 
Bid the strong wind, the flre, the earthquake cease. 
Come in the still small voice, and whisper — ^peace ! ^^ 



For oh i 'tis awful— He that hath beheld 
The parting, spirit, by its fears repell'd. 
Cling in weak terror to its earthly chain. 
And from the diezy brink recoil, in vain ; 
He that hath seen the last convulsive throe 
Dissolve the union form'd and closed in woe, 
Well knows, that hour is awfiiL — In the pride 
Of youth and health, by sufferings yet untried. 
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We talk of Dealii, as something, which 'twere sweet 
In Glory's arms exultingly to meet, 
A closing trimnph, a majestic scene, 
Where gazing nations watch the hero's mien. 
As, undismay'd amidst tiie tears of all. 
He folds his mantie, regally to fall ! 

y Hush, fond enthusiast t—Hstill, obscure, and lone, 
Yet not less terrible because unknown. 
Is tiie last hour of tiiousands-— they retire 
From life's tiirong'd path, unnoticed to expire. 
As tiie light leaf, whose fall to ruin bears 
Some trembling insect's little world of cares, 
Descends in silence — ^while aroimd wayes on 
The mighty forest, reckless what is gone I 
Such is man's doom — and, ere an hour be flown, 
— Start not, thou trifler ! — such may be thine own. a 



But as life's current in its ebb draws near 

The shadowy gulf, there wakes a thought of fear. 
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A thrilling thought, which, haply mocked before. 
We &in would stifle — but it sleeps no more ! 
There are, who fly its murmurs midst the throng. 
That join the masque of revelry and song, 
Yet stiU Death's image, by its power restored. 
Frowns midst the roses of the festal board, 
Andy when deep shades o*er eardi and ocean brood. 
And the heart owns the might of solitude. 
Is its low whisper heard ? — a note profound. 
But wild and startling as the trumpet-sound, 
That bursts, with sudden blast, the dead repose 
Of some proud city, storm'd by midnight foes I 



Oh I vainly reascm's scornful voice would prove 
That life hath nought to claim such lingering love. 
And ask, if e*er the captive, half unchain'd. 
Clung to the links which yet his step restrained I 
In vain pMosophy, with tranqufl pride, 
Would mock the feelings she perchance can hide. 
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Call up the countless annies of the dead. 

Point to the pathway beaten by their tread. 

And say — 4 What wouldst thou? Shall the fix'd decree^ 

Made for creation, be revers'd for tJieef^ 

— Poor, feeble aid ! — proud Stoic I ask not why. 

It is enough, that nature shrinks to die ! 

Enough, that horror, which thy words upbraid. 

Is her dread penalty, and must be paid ! i 

— Search thy deep wisdom, solve the scarce defined 

And mystic questions of the parting mind, 

Half check'd, half utter'd — ^tell her, what shall burst 

In whehning grandeur, on her vision first, 

When freed from mortal films? — what viewless world 

Shan first receive her wing, but half unfiurl'd ? 

What awful and unbodied beings guide 

Her timid flight thro* regions yet untried? 

Say, if at once, her final doom to hear. 

Before her God the trembler must appear. 

Or wait that day of terror, when the sea 

ShaD yield its hidden dead, and heaven and earth shall flee ? 
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Hast thou no answer ? — ^then deride no more 

The thoughts that shrink, yet cease not to explore 

Th* unknown, th' unseen, the fiiture — tho' the heart, 

As at unearthly sounds, before them start, 

Tho' the frame shudder, and the spirit sigh. 

They have their source in immortality ! 

Whence, then, shall strength, which reason's aid denies, 

An equal to the mortal conflict rise ? 

When, on the swift pale horse, whose lightning pace. 

Where'er we fly, still wins the dreadfiil race. 

The mighty rider comes — oh ! idience shall aid 

Be drawn, to meet his rushing, undismay'd? 

— ^Whence, but from thee, Messiah ! — ^thou hast drain'd 

The bitter cup, till not the dregs remain'd ; 

To thee the struggle and the pang were known. 

The mystic horror — ^all became thine own ! 



But did no hand celestial succour bring. 
Till scorn and anguish haply lost their sting ? 
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Came not th* Archangelf in the final hour, 
To arm thee with invidnerable power ? 
No, Son of God ! upon thy sacred head, 
The shafts of wrath their tenfold fury shed. 
From man averted — and thy path on high 
Pass'd thro* the strait of fiercest agony; 
For thus th* Eternal, with propitious eyes. 
Received the last, th* almighty sacrifice ! 



But wake ! be glad, ye nations ! from the tomb. 

Is won the vict*ry, and is fled the gloom ! 

The vale of death in conquest hath been trod. 

Break forth in joy, ye ransom*d ! saith your God ! 

Swell ye the raptures of the song a&r, 

And hail with harps your bright and morning star. 



He rose ! the everlasting gates of day 
Received the King of Glory on his way ! 
The hope, the comforter of those who wept. 
And the first-fruits of them, in Him that slept. 
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He rose, he triumph'd ! he will yet sustain 
Frail nature sinking in the strife of pain. 
Aided by Him, aroimd the martyr's frame 
When fiercely blazed a living shroud of flame, 
Hath the firm soul exulted, and the voice 
Raised the victorious hymn, and cried. Rejoice ! 
Aided by Him, tho* none the bed attend. 
Where the lone sufferer dies without a friend. 
He, whom the busy world shall miss no more 
Than mom one dew-drop from her countless store. 
Earth's most neglected child, with trusting heart, 
Call*d to the hope of glory, shall depart ! 



And say, cold Sophist! if by thee bereft 
Of that high hope, to misery what were left ? 
But for the vision of the days to be. 
But for the Comforter, despised by thee. 
Should we not wither at the Chastener's look. 
Should we not sink beneath our God's rebuke. 
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When o'er our heads the desolating blast, 

Fraught with inscrutable decrees, hath pass'd, 

And the stem power who seeks the noblest prey, 

Hath call'd our fairest and our best away ? 

Should we not madden, when our eyes behold 

All that we loved in marble stillness cold, 

No more responsive to our smile or sigh, 

Fix'd — frozen — silent — all mortality ? ' 

But for the promise, all shall yet be well. 

Would not the spirit in its pangs rebel, 

Beneath such clouds as darken'd, when the hand 

Of wrath lay heavy on our prostrate land, 

And Thou, just lent thy gladden'd isles to bless, 

Then snatch'd from earth with all thy loveliness. 

With all a nation's blessings on thy head, 

O England's flower! wert gather'd to the dead? 

But Thou didst teach us. Thou to every heart, 

Faith's lofty lesson didst thyself impart ! 

When fled the hope thro' all thy pangs which smiled. 

When thy young bosom, o'er thy lifeless child. 



\ 
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Yeam'd with vain longing — still tby patient eye. 
To its last light, beam'd holy constancy ! 
Tom fix>m a lot in cloudless sunshine cast. 
Amidst those agonies — ^thy first and last, 
Thy pale lip, quivering with convulsive throes. 
Breathed not a plaint-r-and settled in repose ; 
While bow*d thy royal head to Him, whose power 
Spoke in the fiat of that midnight hour. 
Who from the brightest vision of a throne. 
Love, glory, empire, cldm'd thee for his own, 
And spread such terror o'er the sea-girt coast. 
As blasted Israel, when her Ark was lost ! 



" It is the will of God ! — ^yet, yet we hear 
The words which closed thy beautiful career. 
Yet should we moiun thee in thy blest abode, 
But for that thought—'*. It is the will of God!' V 
Who shall arraign th' Etemal's dark decree. 
If not one murmur then escaped from thee ? 
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Oh ! still, tho' vanishing without a trace, 

Thou hast not left one scion of thy race, 

Still may thy memory bloom our vales among, 

Hallow'd by freedom, and enshrined in song ! 

Still may thy pure, majestic spirit dwell. 

Bright on the isles which loved thy name so well. 

E'en as an angel, with presidmg care. 

To wake and guard thine own high virtues there. 



For lo ! the hour when storm-presaging skies 
Call on the watchers of the land to rise. 
To set the sign of fire on every height, ^^^ 
And o'er the mountains rear, with patriot might. 
Prepared, if summoned, in its cause to die, 
The banner of our faith, the Cross c^f victory! 

By this hath England conquer*d— field and flood 
Have own'd her sovereignty — alone she stood. 
When chains o'er all the scepter'd earth waie thrown. 
In high and holy singleness, alone. 
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But mighty in her God — and shall she now 

Forget before th* Omnipotent to bow ? 

From the bright fountain of her glory turn, 

Or bid strange fire upon his altars bum ? 

No ! sever'd land, midst rocks and billows rude, 

Throned in thy majesty of solitude. 

Still in the deep asylum of thy breast 

Shall the pure elements of greatness rest, 

Virtue and faith, the tutelary powers, 

Thy hearths that hallow, and defend thy towers ! 



Still, where thy hamlet-vales, O chosen isle ! 

In the soft beauty of their verdure smile. 

Where yew and elm o'ershade the lowly fanes. 

That guard the peasant's records and remains, 

May the blest echoes of the Sabbath-bell 

Sweet on the quiet of the woodlands swell. 

And from each cottage-dwelling of thy glades. 

When starlight glimmers through the deepening shades. 
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Devotion's voice in choral hymns arise^ 

And bear the Land's warm incense to the skies. 



There may the mother, as with anxious joy 
To Heaven her lessons consecrate her boy, 
Teach his young accents still th' immortal lays 
Of Zion*s bards, in inspiration's days, 
When Angels, whispering thro* the cedar^s shade, 
Prophetic tones to Judah's harp convey'd ; 
And as, her soul all glistening in her eyes. 
She bids the prayer of infancy arise. 
Tell of His name, who left his Throne on high. 
Earth's lowliest lot to bear and sanctify. 
His love divine, by keenest anguish tried. 
And fondly say — " My child, for thee He died !" 



NOTES. 



*> 



Note 1, page 1 1, line 3. 
PatierUy because Eternal, 
^^ He is patient, because He is eternal. 

St. Augustiae. 

Note 2, page 12, line 6. 
Fly to the City oflhy Refuge^ fly ! 
Then ye shall appoint you cities, to be cities of refuge for you ; that the 
slayer may flee thither which Idlleth any person at unawares. — And they shall 
be unto you dties of refuge from the avenger. — Numbers, chap. 35. 

Note 3, page 15, line 16. 

And dark the chambers of its imagery. 

Every man in the chambers of his imagery. 

Ezekiel, chap. 8. 

Note 4, page 21, line 17* 
Must drink the cup of trembling. 
Thou hast drunken the dregs of the cup of trembling, and wrung them 
out. — Isaiah, chap. 51. 

Note 5, page 22, line 10. 
Come in the stiU small voice^ and whisper — peace. 
And behold, the Lord passed by» and a great and strong wind rent the 
mountains, and brake in pieces the rocks before the Lord ; but the Lord was 

d2 
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not in the Wind t and after the wind an f ithqnate ; but the Loid was not in 
the earthqnatff : and after the earthquake a fire ; but the Loid was not in the 
fire : and after the fire a stin gmall voioe.^ — Kings, book L chap. 19. 

Note 6, page Si, line 11. 

To set the sign of fire on every fieight. 

And set up a sign of fire.^Feremiah, chiqp. 6. 



STANZAS 



TO THE 



MEMORY OF THE LATE KING. 



«( Among many nsdcms was there no King Hke hun."— iSTipA^mlo^ 
^ Know ye not that there i» a prince and a great man fallen this 
day in Israel !** — Samuel. 



STANZAS. 



ANOTHER warning sound ! the funeral bell, 

Startling the cities of the isle once more. 
With measured tones of melancholy swell. 

Strikes on tb* awaken'd heart fixmi shore to shore* 
He, at whose coming monarchs sink to dust. 

The chambers of our palaces hath trod. 
And the long-suffering spirit of the just. 

Pure &om its ruins, hath retum'd to Grod ! 
Yet may not England o'er her Father weep ; 
Thoughts to her bosom crowd, too many, and too deep. 

Vain voice of Reason, hush ! — ^they yet must flow. 

The unrestrain*d, involuntary tears ; 
A thousand feelings' sanctify the woe. 

Roused by the glorious shades of yaaish'd years. 
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Tell us no more 'tis not the time for grie^ 

Now that the exile of the soul is past, 
And Death, blest messenger of Heaven's relief 

Hath borne the wanderer to his rest at last ; 
For him, Eternity hath tenfold day, 
We feel, we know, 'tis thus — ^yet Nature will have way. 

What tho' amidst us, like a blasted oak, 

Sadd'ning the scene where once it nobly reign'd, 
A dread memorial of the Ughtning-stroke, 

Stamp'd with its fiery record, he remain'd j 
Around that shatter'd tree still fondly climg 

Th' undying tendrils of our love, which drew 
Fresh nurture from ita deep decay, and sprung 

Luxuriant thence, to Glory's ruin true ; 

hile England hung her trophies on the stem. 
That desolately stood, unconscious e'en of them. 

Of thmi unconscious ! Oh mysterious doom t 
Who shall unfold the counsels of the skies ? 

His was the voice which roused, as from the tomb. 
The realm^s high soul to loftiest energies ! 
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His was the spirit, o'er the isles which threw 
The mantle of its fortitude ; and vnrought 

In every bosom, powerfiil to renew 

Each dying spark of pure and generous thought ; 

The star of tempests! beaming on the mast*, 

The seaman's torch of Hope, 'midst perils deepening fast 

Then from th' unslumbering influence of his worth, 

Strength, as of inspiration, fill'd the land ; 
A young, but quenchless, flame went brightly forth. 

Kindled by him — ^who saw it not expand I 
Such was the will of Heaven, — ^the gifted seer. 

Who with his God had communed, face to face, 
And from the house of bondage, and of fear. 

In faith victorious, led the chosen race ; 
He, thro' the desert and the waste their guide. 
Saw dimly &om afar, the promised land — and died. 



* The glittering meteor, like a star, which often appears ahout a ship during 
tempests, if seen upon the main-mast, is considered by the sailors as an omen 
of good weather.— See Dumpier'' s Voyages, 
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O fall of days and virtues ! on thy head 

Centred the woes of many a bitter lot ; 
Fathers have sorrow'd o'er their beauteous dead. 

Eyes, quench'd in night, the sun-beam have forgot ; 
Minds have striv'n buoyantly with evil years. 

And sunk beneath their gathering weight at length ; 
But Pain for thee had fill'd a cup of tears. 

Where every anguish mingled aU its strength ; 
By thy lost child we saw thee weeping stand. 
And shadows deep around fell &om th' Eternal's hand. 

Then came the noon of glory, which thy dreams. 

Perchance of yore, had faintly prophesied ; 
But what to thee the splendour of its beams? 

The ice-rock glows not midst the summer's pride! 
Nations leap'd up to joy — as streams that burst. 

At the warm touch of spring, their frozen chain. 
And o'er the plains, whose verdure once they nursed. 

Roll in exulting melody again ; 
And bright o'er earth the long majestic line 
Of England's triumphs swept, to rouse all hearts— but 
thine. 
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Oh ! what a dazzling vision, hy the Tea 

That o'er thy spirit hung, was shut from thee, 
When sceptred chieftsdns throng'd, with palms, to hail 

The crowning isle, 1h' anointed of the sea ! 
Within thy palaces the lords of earth 

Met to rejoice, — rich pageants glitter'd by. 
And stately revels unaged, in their mirth. 

The old magnificence of chivalry. 
They readied not thee, — amidst them, yet alone. 
Stillness and gloom begirt one dim and shadowy throne. 

Yet was there mercy still — ^if joy no more 

Within that blasted circle mi^t intrude. 
Earth had no grief whose footstep might pass o'er 

The silent limits of its solitude ! 
If all unheard the bridal song awoke 

Our hearts* fiill echoes, as it swelFd on high ; 
Alike unheard the sudden dirge, that broke 

On the glad strain, with dread solemnity ! 
If the land's rose unheeded wore its bloom, 
Alike unfelt the storm, that swept it to the tomb. 
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And she, who, tried thro' all the stormy past, 

Severely, deeply proved, in many an hour, 
Watch'd o'er thee, firm and faithfiil to the last, 

Sustain'd^ mspired, hy strong affection's power y 
If to thy soul her voice no music bore. 

If thy closed eye, and wandering spirit caught 
No light from looks, that fondly would explore 

Thy mien, for traces of responsive thought; 
Oh ! thou wert spared the pang that would have thrill'd 
Thine inmost heart, when Death that anxious bosom still'd. 

Thy loved ones fell around thee-^manhood's prime, 

Youth, with its glory, in its fidness. Age, 
All, at the gates of their eternal clime 

Lay down, and closed their mortal pilgrimage ; 
The land wore ashes for its perish'd flowers. 

The grave's imperial harvest. Thou, meanwhile^ 
Didst walk unconscious thro' thy royal towers^ 

The one tliat wept not in the tearful isle t 
As a tired warrior, on his battle-plain, 
Breathes deep in dreams amidst the mourners and the stain. 
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And who can tell what visions might be thine ? 

The stream of thought, though broken, still was pure ! 
Still o'er that wave the stars of heaven might shine. 

Where earthly image would no more endure ! 
Tho' many a step, of once-familiar sound. 

Came as a stranger's o'er thy closing ear, 
And voices breathed forgotten tones around, 

Which that paternal heart once thrill'd to hear. 
The mind hath senses of its own, and powers 
To people boundless worlds, in its most wandering hours. 

Nor might the phantoms to thy spirit known 

Be dark or wild, creations of remorse ; 
Unstain'd by thee, the blameless past had thrown ' 

No fearful shadows o'er the fiiture's coiurse ; 
For thee no cloud, from memory's dread abyss. 

Might shape such forms as haunt the tyrant's eye ; 
And closing up each avenue of bliss. 

Murmur their summons, to '' despidr and die !" 
No ! e'en tho' joy depart, tho' reason cease. 
Still virtue's ruin'd home is redolent of peace. 
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They might be with thee stifl — ^the loved, the tried. 

The fair^ the lost — they might be with thee still! 
More softly seen, in radiance purified 

From each dim yapour of terrestrial ilt; 
Long after earth receiTed ihem, and the note 

Of the last requiem o'er their dust was pour*d. 
As passing sunbeams o'er thy soul might float 

Those formi^ firom us withdrawn — ^to thee restored ! 
Spirits of holiness, in light reveal'd. 
To commune withamind whose scource of tears wa& seai'd. 



Came they with tidings from the worlds above, 

Those viewless regions, where the weary rest? 
Sever'd from earth, estranged ftom mortal love. 

Was thy mysterious converse with the blest? 
Or shone then- visionary presence bright 

With human beaoty ? — did their smiles renew 
Those days of sacred and serene delight. 

When Csdrest beings in thy pathway grew ? 
Oh ! Heaven hath balm for every wound it makes, 
Healing the broken heart ; it smites — ^but ne'er forsakes. 
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These may be phantasies — and this alone, 

Of all we picture in our dreams, is sure ; 
That rest, made perfect, b at length thine own^ 

Rest, in thy Grod immortally secure ! 
Enough for tranquil faith ; released from all 

The woes that graved Heaven's lessons on thy brow. 
No cloud to dinv no fetter to inthral, 

Haply thme eye is on thy people now ; 
Whose love around thee stiU its offerings shed,. 
Tho' vainly sweet as flowers, griefs tribute to the dead. 

But if th' ascending, disembodied mind. 

Borne, on the wings of Morning, to the skies. 
May cast one glance of tenderness behind^ 

On scenes, once haUow'd by its mortal ties. 
How much hast thou to gazse on 1 all that lay 

By the dark mande of thy soul conceal'd. 
The might, the majesty, the proud array 

Of England's march o'er many a noble field. 
All spread beneath thee,, in a blaze of light. 
Shine like some glorious land, view'd firom an Alpine 
height. 
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Away, presumptuous thought ! — departed saint ! 

To thy freed vision what can earth display 
Of pomp, of royalty, that is not faint, 

Seen from the birth-place of celestial day ? 
Oh ! pale and weak the sim's reflected rays. 

E'en in their fervour of meridian heat. 
To him, who in the sanctuary may gaze 

On the bright cloud that fills the mercy-seat ! 
And thou may*st view, from thy divine abode. 
The dust of empires flit, before a breath of God. 

And yet we mourn thee ! yes ! thy place is void 

Within our hearts — there veil'd thine image dwelt. 
But cherish'd still ; and o'er that tie destroy'd, 

Tho' Faith rejoice, fond Nature still must melt. 
Beneath the long-loved sceptre of thy sway. 

Thousands were bom, who now in dust repose. 
And many a head, with years and sorrows grey. 

Wore youth's bright tresses, when thy star arose ; 
And many a glorious mind, since that fair dawn. 
Hath fill'd our sphere with light, now to its source 
withdrawn. 
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Earthquakes have rock'd the nations : — ^things revered^ 

Th* ancestral £Eibrics of the world, went down 
In ruins, from whose stones Ambition rear'd 

His lonely pyramid of dread renown. 
But when the fires, that long had slumber'd, pent 

Deep in men*s bosoms, with volcanic force. 
Bursting their prison-house, each bulwark rent, 

And swept each holy barrier from their course, 
Firm and unmoved, amidst that lava-flood, 
Still, by thine arm upheld, our ancient landmarks stood. 

Be they eternal ! — Be thy children found 
Still, to their country's altars, true like thee ! 

And, while ** the name of Briton*' is a sound 
Of rallying music to the brave and free, 

With the high feelings, at the word which swell, 

To make the breast a shrine for Freedom's flame. 
Be mingled thoughts of him, who loved so well. 

Who left so pure, its heritage of fame ! 
Let earth with trophies guard the conqueror's dust. 
Heaven in our souls embalms the memory of the just 
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All else shall pass away — ^the thrones of kings. 

The very traces of their tombs depart ; 
But number not with perishable things 

The holy records Virtue leaves the heart, 
Heir-looms from race to race ! — and oh ! in days. 

When, by the yet unborn, thy deeds are blest, 
When our sons learn, " as household words," thy pnuse. 

Still on thine offspring may thy spirit rest ! 
And many a name of that imperial Une, 
Father and patriot ! blend, in England's songs, with thine ! 



THE END. 
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Anglo-American colonies had prodnced in the now arising. In becon-ing acquainted witil 

mind of EoTope, a similar effSect to that which the secret thoughts and oondnct of tlie nsat 

is the conaeqnenoe of the revolt of Mexico and eminent of the revolatioAary leaden, ayaafc 

ilM Slates of Sontii America. The same pas* light will be thrown upon traasactioiis wlueh 

tioiis wtrs wnftted ia the Bighteeath Centnry ; are now tiie objects of oar obsenratioB. 

XXIV. 

The PLAYS of SHIRLEY, now first collected and chronologic 

cally anaoged, and the Text carefully collated and restored. With occasional 

Notes^ and a Biographical and Critical Essay. By WILJLIAM GIFFORD* 

6 vols. 8vo.> uniform with Massingbr and Ben Jonson 

Five voUtmet are already pitUed, 
XXV. 

The PLAYS of FORD, chronologically arranged, and the Text 

carefully collated and restored. With occasional Notes, and a Biographical 
and Critical Essay. By WILLIAM GIFFORD. 2 vols. 8vo., uniform with 

Massingbr and Ben Jonson. 



:vi. 

The ART of REARING SILK- WORMS. Translated from the 
Work of COUNT DANDOLO. With Plates, post Svo. 



MR. MURRAY HAS IK TfiE FRE88. 



XXVII. 

MEXICAN MEMOIRS. 



Tha purport of thia work it to alEMrd an 
•athtntic history of Mezieo, and » ciroaa;- 
Vtaatial Mao«at of arory thing ooanectod with 
thatooimtrjr. 

Every period in iti history— -its conquest- 
its Qokmisation— its fortunes under the domi- 
aioB of .the Spaniards, and its present ooodi- 
tioo, will bo deseribed by eotesaporaries— tlio 
most valuable of the writers who have treated 
of tiM respeotive periods and sobjeets being 
selected for the present publicatiom 

Many jyalusble documents, whi<A are yet 
unpublished, and many which are eftncealed 
from the ourioeity of the English reader, in tbo 
soli^tode of Spanish fpUofl, will be giyen ; av4 



original articles mi subjects of collateral in- 
terest, such as the ciTifisation and reHgion of 
the ancient MemcMS, the eolonial poliey of 
the Spaniards, and the Ifining interest of 
Mexico, will oceastonany i^ipear, and an 
composed expressly for this wwrk. 

To the general reader, tiieee volumas will 
detail a history which romance has mnn 
equalled for interest of inmdent aad Taria^ 
of character. To the vary nmnerons daas it 
sooety, who, in a political point of view, ara 
now watching with interest tiie fortunes of the 
New World, they will present aConrus BIxxi- 
CAVUM, which they will find as Talnabit mt 
indiapeaaable< 



XXVIII. 



EXCERPTA ARISTOPHANICA, with Prefaces, Notes, Cri- 

tical and Explanatory^ and occaiiioiial Translations, 8 vols. 8vo. 
By THOBAAS MITCHELL^ A.M. late Pel. of Sidney-Sussex Coll. Gambridge. 



In these Selections the Text of Brunck has 
been corrected by a careful c<miparison with 
that of the Ravenna MS., as published by Iih 
vsniimnaf and byiha spplicatiffii of iuch canons 



and emendations as have been subsequently 
proposed by Person, Elmsley, Hermaant Din- 
dorf, Seidler, Gaisford, Maltby, Dobree, and 
otiiar anrfnent Critite^ud Stiotam ■ 



XXIX. 

EXCERPTA ORATORICA, or Selections from the Greek 

Orators^ intended to confirm and illustrate the views offered in the precadiig 

Volames; of the Politics, the Philosophy^ Drama, Customs, Manners, and 

State of Society of Ancient Athens. One vol. 8vo. 

Adapted to the tue of Schools and VnweniHet* 

XXX. 

MUSEUM CRITICUM ; or, CAMBRIDGE CLASSICAL RE- 
SEARCHES, Nos. 1 to 6. New EdiUon, Svo. Se, each. 

ZZZI. 

INSCRIPnONES QRM:M Vetustissimae. CoU^it, et 6b- 

senrationes tum aliorum tum suas adjecit HUGO JACOBUS ROSE, M.A., 
e Coll. S. S. Trin. apud Cantabrigiensis. Svo. 



XXXII. 



SCENES aad CHARACTERS from FROISSART. FcMir vols. 

fc. Svo. 



MR. MURRAY HAS IN THE PRESS. 

XZZIII. 

The DIVINA COMMEDIA of DANTE AU6HIERI, with an 

Analytical Comment. By GABRIEL ROSSETTl. In 6 toU. 8yo. 



TUt CamaumU wkiei may be ealltd aa 
MudyiU of Um spirit of Dante, lays open se- 
erete yet unrereided respeeting the trae signi- 
fteatioB, the oripn, and the progress of the 
Poein« so that no material passage of it will 
longer remain doubtful, either as to the literal 
or allegorical sense. 

Great part of Dante's other works, both in 
Terse and pros«i and of the public and prirate, 
poUtieal and moral, ciTil and literary, history 



of his tames< win be illnttratad, wtfli oiBstut 
relation to the Poem. The whole win be ex- 
posed in a manner easy to be opmprebeaded 
by any one who understands the Itafiaa laa- 
goage. 

The text wiU be gi?en wifli partiealar eor- 
reetness, and witii evident emendati<m of vari- 
ous passages, derived vfrom aeeredited maa»> 
•eripts. 
The First Volume wiUbepnbliikidfaiJwMry. 



XXXIV. 

An ITALIAN GRAMMAR. By FERDINAND CICILONI.^ 

Comprising, in small compasiy more of what is esientiaUy luefBi lowanb a 
knowledge of the Language, given with greater perspicuity and precisioii^ than 
has been done in any former one. ]2mo. 

XXXV, 

The FOURTH Volume of the ORLANDO FURIOSO of 
ARIOOTO. Translated by WILUAM STEWART ROSE. . post 8¥0. . 

XXXVI. 

ESSAYS on SOME of the PECULIARITIES of CHRIS- 
TIANITY. By RICHARD WHATELY, D.D. of St. Alban's Hall, Oxford. 

8fo. 

XXXVII. 

VINDICLffi ECCLESI^ ANGLICANiE.— The Book op th« 
Church vindicated and amplified. By ROBERT SOUTUEY, I4L.D. 870. 

XXXVIII. 

ANASTASIUS ; or, MEMOIRS of a MODERN GREEK. A 

FouBTH Edition, 3 vols. cr. 8vo. 

XXXIX. 

HISTORY of the MIDDLE AGES. By HENRY HALLAM, 

Esq. A Fourth Edition^ S vols. 8vo. 

XL. 

The WORKS of the Right Hon. LORD BYRON. A New 

Eklition, beautifully printed by Roworth, in 6 vols. fc. 8vo. 

XLI. 

SPECIMENS of the BRITISH POETS ; with Biographical and 
Critical Notices, and an Essay on English Poetry. By THOMAS CAMP- 
BELL^ Author of the Pleasures of Hope. A New Edition^ beautifulii^ 

printed, in 6 vols. fc. 8vo. 



Mr. MURRAY 

HAS RiXiBNTLY PUBU8HED THE FOLLOWING WORKS ON 

THE CATHOLIC QUESTION. 



I. 

The BOOK OF THE CHURCH. By ROBERT SOUTHEY, 
LL.D. Third Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 94f. 

II. 

VINDICI^ ECCLESIiB ANGLICANJE.— The Book op thi 
Church, vindicated and amplified. By ROBERT SOUTHEY, LL.D. One 

vol. 8vo. — In the Pretf^ 

III. 

The BOOK of the ROMAN-CATHOLIC CHURCH, In a 

Series of Letters addressed to Robert Southey, Esq., IX.D., on his BOOK 

of the CHURCH. By CHARLES BUTLER, Esq., of Lincoln's-lnn. A New 

Edition, revised and corrected. 8vo. ds, 6d, 

IV. 

ANSWER to the BISHOP of CHESTER. By CHARLES 
BUTLER, Esq. Third Edition. 8vo. U, 6d. 

V. 

HISTORICAL MEMOIRS of the ENGLISH, IRISH and 

SCOTCH CATHOLICS. Third Edition, corrected, and considerably 
augmented. By CHARLES BUTLER, Esq. of Lincoln's-Inn. 4 vols. 

8vo. 21, Ss, 

VI. 

The ACCUSATIONS of HISTORY against the CHURCH of 
ROME Examined, in Remarks on many of the Principal Observations in the 
Work of Mr. Charles Butler, entitled the " Book of the Roman Catholic 
Church." By the Rev. GEORGE TOWNSEND, M.A.,oT Trinity College, 

Cambridge. 8vo. 6«. 

VII. 

LETTERS to Charles Butler, Esq., on the Theological Parts 

of his Book of the Roman Catholic Church. By the Rev.H. PHILL- 

POTTS, D.D., Rector of Stanhope. 8vo ds.ed. 
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i.ATiioLic QirEsrrioN. 

VI 1.1. 

The BVIDENCB on the STATE of IRELAND, giyen before 

theOonmitteesor theHanniof Loidi end Oommoiity fajthelririi QMholic 

Bisbops, Mr. OX^mnbl, and other WitnetMt. 8to. 18«. 

IZ. 

The CORRECTED REPORT of the SPEECH of the Right 

Hoemuabfe GEORGE CANNING, in the Home of CoHkMone, on Toeeday, 

Febfiuirjr IMh, 1885» on the Motion for leare to brin|^ in a Bill for the Sap- 

preatioo of Unlawful Auociationi in Ireland. 8ro. St. 

Z. 
PRACTICAL and INTERNAL EVIDENCE against CA- 

THOUCI8M. 

By the Rer. JOSEPH BLANCO WHITE^ MA. and B.B., in the Uniyer- 

■ity of Serille ; 
Licentiate of Divinity in the Univenity of Orana ; formerly Chaplain Ma^i- 
tral Preacher to the King of Spain in the Royal Chapel at Serille ; Fellow, 
and once Rector of the College of St. Mary a Jetu of the lame town; Synodal 
Examliier of the Diooefe of Cadii -, Member of the Royal Aoadeny of Bdlea 
Lettres of Serille | now a Cleigyman of the Church of England.— Author of 

DMado's Letiert from jSTpotn. 870. ds. 6d. 

A Sbcomd Edition of thii Work is already in the Jhreu. 
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